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Voltaire au Roi de Pruſſe. 


O 


Et trouvoit dans ta cour le ſage de la Greece, 


f Solomon au nord, o philo ſo phe roi, 
Dont Punivers longtemps contemploit la ſageſſe, 


La terre en tadmirant ſe taiſoit devant toi; 
Et Berlin à ta voix, ſortant de la pouſſiere 
legal de Paris levoit ja tete altiere. 


A hombre des Jauri 'er's moiſſunes 42 ＋ vita, 
 Abpellis far tes . des rives de Ta Seine 
Les arts encourages defrichoient ton pays, 
Sur te; ſoins tranſplantes, cultives et nourris: 
Le palmier de Parnaſſe et lolivier d Athenes 

S elevoient ſous bes De. A S ſurpris, 


La chicane 6 tes Peu „ la terre, 
Er le monſtre chaſſe du palais de Themis 
LS - Dua timide Orphelin u excitoit plus bes cris, 
* Ton bras avoit  dompre. le Anon de la guerre, 
Son remple etoit ferms, tes 2 aggrandis, 


E. 4. mettois Bourbon aud rang de Fes amis. or 
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Epiſtle from M. Voltaire, &c. 

O H! thou, whom | genius and fair ſcience own, 
Supreme on Wiſdom's as on Pruſſia's throne, 

By Learning's ſons in ev'ry clime ador'd, 

By arts approv'd their univerſal lord, 

Whoſe eccho'd praiſe conſenting millions ring, 

Warrior and wit, philoſopher and king; 

Rais d from the duſt, by thy creating voice, 


Amaz'd we ſaw thy Berlin's tow'rs rejoice ; 


Saw her with large and haughty ſtrides advance 
To emulate the pow'r of riſing France; A 
From Seine's proud banks, tranſplanted by thy care, 
The buds of ſcience bloſſom'd full and fair; my 
Cheriſh'd by thee, and thy protecting hand, 
They fled from us, to grace thy happier land; 
Beneath thy ſhades, Parnaſſian laurels grew, 
And Greece beheld her olives bloom for you; 
Aw'p by thy frown impoſture trembling fled, 
And mean chican'ry hung the drooping head, 
Driven from thy courts oppreſſion {aw no more 
The helpleſs orphan weeping at her door, 
Whilſt faſt by thee in iron ſhackles bound, 
Injuſtice ſhook her chains, and bit the ground. 
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Mai: perjure a la France, ami de I Angleterre, 


. . deviendra le fruit de tes nobles travaux? 


EE Europe retentit du bruit de ton tonnerre, 


Ju main de a diſcarde allume des flambeaux, 


Et deja de Leipfic tu fais briſer les portes: 
Inſenſe, ſous tes pas tu creuſe des tombeaux, 
Tout fremit a Faſpet de tes fiers cohortes, 


Tu viens de provoquer des dangereux rivaux. 


Le fer eft eguiſe, la flamme toute prete, 
Et la foudre en eclat va tomber ſur ta tete, 
Tit vecu trop d'un jour, monarque infortune, 
Tu perds en un moment ta ſageſſe et ta gloire : 
Tu nes plus le heros, le ſage couronne, 


Entourre des beaux arts, ſuivi de la viftoire; 

Je ne vois plus en toi quun guerrier eſfrené, 
Qui la flamme a la main ſe fraiant un paſſage, 
Deſole les cites, les pille & les ravage, 297 


Foule les droits ſacres des peuples, & des roys, 


Offence la nature, & fait taire les loix. 


* 


Bur France's perjur'd foe, and England $ ſriendy 
Now all thy virtues, all thy glories end z 
Late have we ſeen thy faithleſs hand prepare 
Jo light the torch of diſcord and of war, 
O'er Leipſic's walls to force thy lawleſs way, 


And ſeize on guiltleſs nations as thy prey, 
In Europe's blood to glut thy ſavage mind, 
Enſlave new realms, and plunder half mankind. 

Bur, e' er thou brave thy fate, fond madman, know, 
"The paths of falſhood are the paths of woe ; 
Weak to attack; and impotent to fave, | 
Each ſtep thou tread'ſt but opens to thy grave; 
The ſword is ſharpen'd, and the arrow ſped, 
Fraught with due vengeance on thy guilty head. 
When thou, unhappy prince, ſhalt meet thy fate, 
How wilt thou wiſh thy life of ſhorter date 
How wilt thou wiſh thou hadſt not liv'd to ſee 
Thy virtues ſunk in vile obſcurity ! 

Tut ſiſter- arts incens' d no longer now | 
Shall twine freſh wreaths for thy victorious brow, 
No longer now we. view the ſage approy d, 

The hero counted: and the king belov'd, 

But a mad murth'rer, whoſe deteſted name, 

Fair truth hath blotted from the rolls of fame; 
Born but to fight in wild ambition's cauſe, 

Lay nations waſte, and trample on the laws ; 
Prompt to deceive, and eager to deſtroy, | y 
To' plunder cities with malignant joy ; f 2 4 
To act whatc'er or pride or folly can, 
The foe proteſt of Nature, and of Man, 
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